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sponded. "That's Miss Fox. The party's for her. This is her
birthday."
"Let's go in," said Henry George.
Annie Corsina Fox, who because of her sedate and dignified
demeanor had, from her thirteenth year, been addressed as
"Miss Fox," was not what one might call a really pretty girl.
Her features were too large and not sufficiently regular for
prettiness. Her large, grave eyes dominated her thoughtful face.
Her skin was so delicately fair that her nickname was "Peaches-
and-Cream." She was small, barely five feet in height and tiny
boned. Beautifully formed,* she had exquisite shoulders and
arms and little patrician hands. Water could be run under her
instep and she wore a size one shoe.f Her voice was soft and
well modulated; she sang naturally and melodically. She danced
like a fairy. Indeed her passion for dancing was so great that
at times it led her into foolishness. Once, at a ball, she made a
wager with her partner that she could tire him out. She did—
and three more partners, and the orchestra; and it was not until
the arrival of her guardian-uncle, after two solid hours of
waltzing, that she was peremptorily stopped from what might
have developed in our day into a "dance marathon."
She was born in Sydney, Australia,5 where her father, Major
John Fox of the British Army, was stationed. There, when Fox
was thirty-six, he had met and married the sixteen-year-old
Elizabeth McCloskey, daughter of a prosperous Irish iron-
monger and government contractor who had come with his
family from Limerick. There the two daughters Teresa and
Anna Corsina Fox were born.
But life did not run smoothly for the high-spirited British,
Church-of-England soldier and his somewhat strait-laced Irish-
Catholic wife—or rather between the husband and the mother-
in-law. Elizabeth McCloskey sided with her mother; her mar-
riage to Major Fox ended tragically in a separation.
* At the birth of Henry George's second son, Richard, a neighbor woman who
was a photographer and painter, and who was that night assisting as midwife,
was so struck by the great beauty of Annie George's body that she asked the
young husband for permission to photograph his wife nude. Her request was
indignantly refused. It is characteristic of my mother that she considered this
anecdote of too intimate a nature for inclusion in the present work.—Agnes
de MiUe
t This was a family trait. My mother also wore a size one street shoe. For
dancing and bedroom slippers she had to go to the children's department.—
Agnes de Mille

